The Great Schinkal Pass, or Schingo La.    279

wandered about hopelessly in the blinding storm ; and
if we did not fall into a crevasse, through rotten ice con-
cealed by the new-fallen snow, we might have wandered
on to one of the outlets where the ice flowed over in
steep hanging glaciers which it would have been impos-
sible to descend.

Fortunately, however, we managed to keep the pro-
per track in spite of the snow which was beginning to
blind us. On reaching our camp I found it pitched on
a morass about 1500 feet below the summit of the pass.
The thermometer was two degrees below freezing-point,
and a little snow continued to fall about us. I felt ex-
tremely exhausted after the exertion and excitement of
the day; but some warm soup and the glow of a fire of
birch branches revived me, and I soon fell into a deep
refreshing sleep.